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Wirty Intrigues, Comical Paflages, and Remarkable Tranfactions in 
Town and Country: With Reflections on the Vices and Vanities of the Times. 


| ‘Friday the 47th of January, 1658. 


Ey day ! What’s the matter with you 
Gentlemen? You feem to furvey me 
with as ruful a Countenance, as a 


Confeience-prickt Ufurer, on his Death-bed, 
does the imagin’d Gholts of twenty Families 


“he has Ruin’d by his Kindnefs. But believe me 


Sirs, tho”. 1 made a Peregrtwation out of the 
World, above (let me fee, for I wou’d not be 
caught in a Lie) I fay above Nineteen Hundred 
and One Year ago, yet I never was Dead all the 
while; but only, took a long Journey tiirough 
Elifium, to fee if I coud fiad any Honefter Peo- 
ple there, than [ left dwelling (to ufe my own 
Country-man Homer’s expreflion) upon the all 
Nourifhing Earth, And, to tell you the truth, 
I lik’d my Converfation well enough, but late- 
ly meeting with ajPacket-manwper, that, up- 
on fome extraordinary bufinefs or other, made 
a Defcent into the Kingdom of Darknefs, who 
fave me fuch a ftrange Account, of fo many 
wonderful Occurrentes, .that pafs’d in the 
Northern parts of the World, which fo tickled 
my Fancy, dnd renew’d my old itch of Ram- 
bling, that I was ds uneafy ds an Old Politscian 


Defeated, or a Young Poet Damn’d the Firft Day, 


till I had procured Paffes of fafe Conduc& from 
his Subterranean Highnefs; to re-vilit the Régions 
of Light. Nor; is it an Accident one jot more 
Prodigious for an Honeft Merry Fellow in 
Greece, to dive into the Secret Parts of old 
Mother Tellus, and Two Thoufand Years after, 
Rife up inthe degree 52 North Latitude, than 
for a certain Queen of your own, to Drop into 
the Intrails of the Earth at Chasring-Crofs, and 
Afcend at Queenbith ., 

The firft Place ordain’d for me to make my 
Perfonal Appearance in this Renowned King- 


dom, was on top of High-gate- Hill: It was in 


the midft of the Summer Solftice, when Dante 
Nature had Adorn’d her felfin her richeft Ap- 
parrel, and her gayeft Looks, to welcom my 
Arrival into thefe Septentrionial Regions. The 
tpper part of my Body,. which the Learned 
Call the Brain-Cafe, but the Vulgar, more pro- 
perly, the Head, no fooner peep’d thro’ the 
divided Earth ; but I ftas’d about as wildly asa 
Cat fhak’d out of a Bag in the midft of Salsbury 
Plain. After a little ftruggling and heaving, 


-I made a fhiftto fix the Supporters of the AZ. 


crocofm upon Terra firma, .Fhe vaft Pile of 
Buildings that immediatly: prefented it felf to 


iy Optick Organs, 1 mean my Sight, for 


hot yet loft t 
readily cg 


| 


Aibion: 1 Congratulated the favour my happy 
Stars had conferr’d, and without asking Que- 
{tions of .any Living Creature, fteer’d my 
Courfe dire&tly for London. 
~ Nothing in the World con’d have more de- 


ligfted me, than the Survey of that Noble City + 


The Magnificence of the Building, the Breadth 


Coaches, the Number of the Inhabitants, the 
Neatnefs of their Habit; the Comlinefg of their 
Perfons, efpecially thofe of fhe moft Engagin 

Sex fo Tranfported me, that I verily believ'd 
nothing upon Earth cow’d afford a more de- 
lightful Contemplation. I rub’d up my old 


Antiquity any thing comparable to fo ravifhing 
a Profpeét. Blefs me, thought I, this-is the 
Year of the Platonical Revolution, or the Coun- 
terpart of the Primitive Golden Age, of which 
our Forefathers have told us fo many fine Sto- 
Ties. But I had not ftay’d long in this Place 
before I found my miftake; and how uncertain 
an Argument it is to draw Conclufiens from 


through the Crowd, and reach'd the Exchange; 
but the Humming and Buzzing of an infinite 
Number of Peripateticks, or Walking Traders, 
was got into the midft of an Aive of Bees, or 


rather a Weft of Hornets, when turning my 
Head about, I beheld a Grave Old Gentleman, 


lamented the Condition of the Foor Gentleman « 


miferate the Bodily Infirthities of Humafie Na- 


Cting fome Obfervations I hdd formerly pick’d 
Out of the Works of old:Galen, ahd the little 


took the hon 
this Salutation: Father, Cheer up, I: confefs I am 


argon of my ‘Native Language, 
ded to be the Metropolis of 


and Beauty of the Streets, the Rattling of the — | 


Memory, nor cou’d J find in all thé Afemoirs of - 


Appearances, For I had no fooner Buftled 
vulgarly call’d Merchants; made me believe I 


with a plain, fhort Collar; or Neckcloath, a 
broad-brim’d black Beaver, a dark colour’d © 
Camblet Coat, and a fmall Bamboo Care in his — 
Hand, leaning againft a Poft, Coughing and — 
Spitting asif he inténded to difcover the Secrets 
of his Heart to all Belolders: 1 Sympathetically 
and tho’ I:am a natural Enemy to the Vices and 
Vanities 6f Mankind, yet I can ds.heartilygeom-— 


ture as any Man alive: Aind; withal, fecolle- 
underftood _Aphori{ms of my Mafter Hippocrates, 
nfidence to accoft him with 
a Stranger to you, but if youl follow my Counfel, 
have go bopes to with a Specific 
that fia deliver yo from the prefent Violence of 
Malady, and: Infallibly' prevent she 


Jour Adaradys 
fuch-Fits for the-furure: “Fhe Old Gentieman, 
| Whacds feems tad. been long with this 
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